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to hit whoever came near him. Once, Ai-lan whom
he had given a vicious blow, forgot herself and hit
back. The other wives went for her with nails and
tseth, pulled her hair and beat her in a way she
remembered all her life.

Her half-sisters were married off; it cost Sin-Yang
a lot of money every time and he whined about it; he
said it would be much better to sell his useless
daughters to the teahouses, to collect a fortune for his
son. But he was a man of some standing and couldn't
afford to lose his face, selling his daughters to teahouses.

When Ai-lan was sixteen, she was to be married
off. When she was told, she fainted with horror. If
ever she knew a thing for certain, it was that she surely
would bear daughters only. Everybody would despise
her, she would suffer as her mother had suffered. She
would rather commit suicide.

Two days after she had been told of her impending
wedding, the victorious revolution flared up in Canton.
Sin-Yang, known as a partisan of the Manchu, had to
flee to the North. Ai-lan took this opportunity to do
something unbelievable. She hid and remained
behind. She had eloped from the sacred ties of the
family.

She owned some jewellery and sold it to a jeweller
and money-lender in the neighbourhood. Sin-Yang's
house, in its emptiness, soothed her nerves. One day
soldiers of the new Government came and asked for
Sin-Yang. She told them he had gone North. They
questioned her and she said simply she was Sin-Yang's
daughter and had remained here because she didn't
want to marry. The soldiers guffawed and cracked a
few bawdy jokes but they didn't.-do anything to her.